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:wlnn mamma and Isabel were In
Baltimore. Mamma had gone there lo
e under the care of Dr. Baker, and shg
pould not come home, and Isabel could

0ot leave her, If we had only had ou |t

@oeod old dogtor it would bave been bet-

called in this Dr, Grifiin, who, pee-
seemed to think, wns something

i =|m he was In Europe, and papa
ple

for so young a man (he was verging on
#0; 1 am sure that Is not so very young
for any amount of practice), and 1 sup-
pose he had to economize his forces, but
it madé him dreadfully disagreeable.

I was sitting by papa's bed when be
came in that first day. Some people
wade such a hero of him that I felt a
little curious to see him, anxlous and
troubled as I was, and 1 smiled at him
as nicely as 1 could as papa sald, “My
daughter, doctor”—though he was Iit-
tie less than appalling; extraordinarily
tsll and gaunt and awkward, with a
tugged, serions face and a shock of
tawny hair like a llon's mane.

1 was about to go, but as he did not
glance in my direction he was proba-
bly not aware of my Intention. He
#lightly Inclined his hend and sald:
“Miss Macon wlill please go out.” Which
Miss Macon did with all due celerity.

That was but the beginning of a se-
ries of shrinkages that 1 underwent
during this lliness of papa's. 1 am
only O feet 4 to start with, but every
loterview with the doctor made me feel
& foot ot two shorter.

When'I looked out of the window one

day and actually saw mamma and Isa- |

bal getting out of a carrlage at the door
1t was as If a ton welght had been lift-
of from me. The doctor was with papa
(who, however, wns almost well), and 1
WAs In my own roem keeping out of hia
way. 1 dashed downstaire like a mad
fning and hung my foot somehow or
eaught my dress on a loose screw (I
heve never known which), and fell al-
most from the top of the flight to the
bottom. The doctor rushed out of
papa's room and was at the foot of tho
stairs almost as soon ns 1 was, Mamma
und Isabel appeared frantieally from
the opposite direction, papa ealling
fiom upstairs all the thme #» know
what it all meant. 1 was so sshamad
of having caused the commotion that I
tried to get up hastily and close the
incident.

“Oh, it's nothing. I just slipped,” I
began, struggling to my feet—and then
a great, palpitating darkness settled
over all. I revived to find myself, as it
were, “in the clutches of a griffin." (I
bad long applied his name to him in &
distinctly opprobrious sense.)

“What do you mean by tearing about
the house In that fashion?" he demand-
od, stopping at the door as he was
learving.

But somehow 1 was not so afrald of
bim now, and for reply 1 only laughed
feebly and Inanely from my station on
the sofa. It was well that my terror
of Mm had leasened, for that miserable
spralned ankle required his attgntion
tore or less throughout that 3

A strange thing happened soon after
mamma and Isabel eame home, Isabel
is very pretty and very bright. Wo
were sitting together after tea whon
the bell rang, and who should be ush-
ored In but Dr. GriMin. And with hia
hair cut—which was not at all an im-
provement--though 1 had thought that
any change would be, It was so won-
dorful to see him sitting there laugbing
and talking, “like folks,"” as Mammy
Judy used to say, that I could not do
anything but stare at him. And when
¥red Carey came In [ was positively

oked. But then I never saw Fred
puits so stupld and uninteresting,
+ Not very long after that another re-
markable thing happened. The frst
wonderful thing, by the way, began to
pen pretty frequently after a while.
think I have a little knack of rhyming,
and one day a niugasine—a real maga-
sine—took one of ‘my pleces, Buch a
thing bad never happened before and
bas never happened since, It was a

ssntimental little effusion, which was | really

not about anything or anybody in par
ticular, but it seemed to me to be pret-
ty, and it sounded as It It meant a good

I was standing on the porch whea 1
opened the letter which the postman
fad just banded to me, I remember it
‘was a beautiful spring morning, when
my cup of bappiness was running over
goyway, and this last drop was almost
too much, I was about to fly into the
bousd, as fast as my disabled ankle
mrould sllow, when I heard the click of
the gate. I waved my letter to Dr.
Grifin as he came up the walk, and he
smiled at my absurdly radlant face, [t
was almost worth while to be so grim
looking, to be so transformed by a
emlile, I thought to myself. 1 dld not
wait for greetings or questions,

“1 have got a plece mccepted by the
— magazine!” 1 sald, eagerly.

“Ah, that's good!" he replled. “And
what are you scribbling about

“Oh, it's just lovely!” I sald. “Don't
yon want me to say it to you?"

“Go ahead, and don't jumble It," he

esats on the poreh, ,

I clasped my hands bebind me and
rattled off my plece, flushing a little as
1
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1 bad never heard of, in a remote and
not especinlly genteel part of the city,
which I had never explored, and I fore-
saw that I should get lost.

on my way at the houde of another
pupil of mine, whom

and whom 1 had been visiting for some
time,

His mother recelved me In a cold,
stulfy little parior, and entertained me
while Johnnie was being made ready
for company. 1 listened sympatheti-
cally to a long narrative of the heartless
treatment she had received from her
physician, who really did seem to have

dicrous that a smile aross to my face
oefore I could check it.

“If T was Queen Victoria and John-
nle was the queen's son be couldn't be
kinder. Now, you can just walk right
in and see how pert Johnnle's bettin'.”

After leaving there I walked on, and
on, as the story books say, and it really
d'd seem that I had embarked upon
ofie of the vague, nightmarelsh guests
of the Norse tales, The end of my
journey seemed nlwaya just at hand,
and still it lengthened, lengthened, till
I could fancy that 1 was a lovelorn prin-
cess looking for the Castle of the
Clouds. If Bonaparte Plunket had liv-
&l east o' the sun and west o’ the moon,
or at any other of the addresses given
in those veracious histories, he could
not, it seemed to me, have been more
tantalisingly inaccessible. He took on.
at last, a half-mythical character |2
.y mind, as 1 could find no trace of
hm,

Hens,and chickens ran squawking

/my unspeakable discomposure; puddles
of lll-amelling water appeared on the
mean sidewalks; dirty women and ehil
fArett swarmed about the doors, and
still Bonaparte Plunkett’s place of resi-
dence ever receded from me. I began
to have a distinetly disreputable feel-
ing, as If I were becoming sssimilated
to my squalid environments, and »
falnt fear arose within me as I realized
that I had not the slightest idea In the
world of where I was. Yes, I was lost.

1 stood still and looked blankly
nround me, beginning, as the last
s'raw, to feel that my ankle was
giving out. 1 was just making up my
mind to ask the way to rhe nearest car
line of the next person whom I should
mieot, when 1 saw a buggy coming
down the street. A sudden hope took
[ousesalon of me, He always came
when I was In some undiguified and
ridiculous plight. And—yes!

“Oh, Dr. Grifin!" I called out,

He pulled up at that quavering ery.
and looked at me for & moment In the
blankest amasement.

“And what are you doing in Rock-
+its, “:n-‘r' be demanded, as he helped
e

A wild wave of exhilaratin had come
over me when I felt myself safe In the
vehicle,

“l was only paying some calls,” 1
suld In an off-hand way. “Aren't the
claims of soclety burdensome? I am

“Calls!” he repeated. “And whero
wnere you calling in Rocketts?”

“l was going to the Plunketts’'” 1
sald, “But pever mind—it lwn't thelir
day anyway."”

1 began to repent my nonsense when
he took a little red notebook out of his
pocket, and, utterly ignoring my pres-
ence, began to look over it with knitted
hrows. We drove on in perfect silence
for several blocks, and he manifested
no intention of resuming the conversa-
tion at all, while 1, on my part, was
oeccupled In regretting that I had totally
forgotten that 1 was “on my dignity,"
ns my old nurse would say,

“Well, Miss Frances,” he sald sud-
denly, without looking up, “have you
forgiven me?"

“Forglven you, for what?" I guestion-
ingly replied, but a reminiscent wave
of wortification swept over me.

He gave a short laugh, still tumning
the leaves of his book, but did not an-
swer.

As he sat looking down, with bis brow
furrowed and his rugged face showlug
overy hard line at Its bhardest In the
clear daylight, I stole timid

postry ™ he asked, as If becoming eon-
scious of the claima of elvility.

“No,” 1 sald stiffiy,

He made no pretense of Intereat ln
my answer, Indeed, he was quite evi.
dently not at all attending to what 1
sald. "1 didn't llke that—what's Its
name?—aonnet of yours,” hie remarked,
dapping the horse with the reins,

“Ab," 1 sald, as If 1 had not already
hoen crushed by the snubbing whica
It had received.

“Do you want to know why 1 didn't
ilke 1t he went on. He put his boo¥
dJown and looked at me with a queer
sulle,

“Yea,” 1 sald, but still with the
baughtiness born of Inwerd humilia-

ton,
took off his bat and looked care-
fully Into the crown, frowning as if I
had that moment remembered leaving
something of the highest value which
seomed to be missing. And then he put
it on again, He cleared his throat and
Jerked at the reine.
“1 dMdn't Ifke to think of your whim-
about some whippersnapper,”
he sald, “when I want you myself.”

When the trees and houses had set-
tied back into thelif normal places and
the waterfall had ceased rushing and
roaring In my ears 1 lobked at him and
saw that he was talking om, but of
what be sald 1 bad only the vaguest
notlon. The blankness of my face
wust have struck him at last, for Le
stopped abruptly.

"Wait, don't say anything yet,” he
sald,

We were drawing near o my own
home, but the horse went very slowly.

“If you could tell me,” he began—
there was something positively uncan-
oy and awful to me in the bumility nf
his tone—"but don't say anything un-
Jees 1t is ‘yes.' Take time—any length
of time.”

Time! It seemed to me that it had
been 1,000 years already. It was such
an oM, old fact that Dr. Grifin had ask-
od me to marry him that I felt that 1
had been born with the consclousncss
of it. 1 tried to remember how things
were before It happened, but no, there
was nothing before that,

Nelther spoke as he helpad me out of
the buggy and solemnly walked with
me up the long green yard. He paused
at the porch,

“If," he sald, “you conld possibly say
‘yes'—don't make me wait.”

T ran up the steps without replying,
and opened the door, stopping with my
hand upon the knob, and looking back
at him standing upon the walk below.

“Yes,” 1 sald, and, banging the door,
I flew upstairs to my own room,

Then I peeped at him through the
thutters and 1 saw that he had bowed
Lis head on his hat for n moment, as
If he were In church,

What a ridiculous couple we will be!
~-Ladles’ Home Journal.

A POET'S TREASURES.

Engene Fileld's Queer Room and Its
Btrange Contenta.

Belfore we go upstaira to Eugene
I'leld's room, the one which holds his
cholcest treasures, It I8 necessary te
remind you again that he has a child's
love of grotesque toys and of barbarle
colors and effects. He was especlally
fond of red. The room In which he
Jdied Is papered with a fantastic, swirl-
‘ng pattern on a red ground, which Ia
absolutely exasperating to those peo-
ple who prefer soft browns and dull
reds. Few persons understand what
his idea was In selecting this red paper
with its grotesque yet conventional
swirl. In Henry B. Fuller's “With the
Procession” that author tells about a
Chicago woman named Busan Bates,
who furnished her whole house mag-
uificently except one little room.

Upon this room she spent a great
deal of money, and visited many old-
fashloned stores, In order to furnish It
like a primitive one she had occupled
when & girl In ber father's bouse, Now
this was partly Eugene Fleld's idea In
turnishing his own room. He was fond
of grotesque effects, be loved red pas-
slonately, and he wanted a reminder
of the furnishings of a contury ago.
Where he found that gorgeous red pa-
por, or the olu-fashloned ecalico for the
red curtain, would be difficult to tell,
but he had a knack for discovering
quaint things which other people pass
by without notice. When It la added
that the rugs on the floor are also red,
perbapa It may be Imagined that this
room Is hideous, But It Is not, The
long bookcase on one side, the white
column In the middle around which are
arranged shelves holding Mr. Fleld's
\reasures, and a gray screeu repeating
with a slight variation the same singu-
lar swirl that ia upon the walls relleve
the eye to such an extent that the effect
I» harmounlous,

As you enter the room, you are con-
fronted with two hideous figures, An
outlandish Japanese figure In suspended
from the wall by one arm. In the
other it holds three Japauese gongs fas-
tened together so as to make a loud
sound when struck with the red stick.
‘The other Is the face of a hobgoblin
attached to the headboard of his bed-
stead. Fleld pretended that bhe bought
it to frighten away his bables when
they Insisted upon Interrupting bim
while he was writing; but, like thelr
father, they were so fond of the ludl-
crous that the strange faces the mon-
ster would make when certain strings
were pulled only made them laugh; so
the intended bugaboo but added to the
attractions ot the room,

On the shelves one may find n strange
collection of guaint bottles of every
concelvable shape and elze, and Mr,
Fleld hunted many shiops for those can-
delabra which our grandmothers loved
—thowe with glass pendants through
which a child may diatinguish the sev-
on colors of the rainbow, Hu also bad
a queer collection of canes. candlesticks
and baby shoes. Not alone the first
shoes his own bahles wore, with the
toes and heels worn out, but wooden
shoea, and even glass shoes, reminding
one of Cinderella's glass slipper. There
nre also two strange wooden horsea,
one used by Mr. Toole, the English
nctor, when he played “The €ricket on
the Hearth,” and the other, daubed
with a few apots of paint, used by My,
Jeffarson In the same play. Neither
must one forget Mra, Hawthorne's gin-
ger-Jar, nor the ax Mr. Gladstone gave
Bugene Fileld, The ax Is suspended
gbove the window.—8t, Nicholas,

No woman really looks as nice with
her clothes as the corset advertise
ments make her look,
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Manufacturers and 'J obbers

or

GROCERIES.

I

Wabash Ave. and Lake St.,
| . OEXIICAGO.

ARMOY, PIRIE, SCOTT & (0,

Wholesale

DryQoods,

Adams and Franklin Streets,
Chicago, * * * Illinois

[llinois School of Agriculture

AND MANUAL TRAINING FOR BOYS.

Grlenwood, Illinois.

OSCAR L. DUDLEY, Secretary and General Manager,
Rooms 433-438 Quincy Bldg., | 13 Adams 8t., Chioage

Proaldent..cooovinss R—— LTI

Exceutive Com, ... Andrew Crawford
raman Bullding Com...... P, IL. Follanshee
vons T, Haakell BALROTROY....covviiesrnrsnsnnnnss Willlam B Page

Superintondons, Mrs. Ursula L. Harrlson.
Telephone 2348 =~ BEND FOR CATALOGUE = Telephore 2343

Garqueville Lithographing Co.

‘LA SALLE AVE. AND ILLINOIS ST.
Lithographing in All Its Brauches.

GAMPAIGN PORTRAITS A SPECIALTY!

The Best of Everything for Chicago.

The Civic Pederation

OF CHICAGO.
Telophone Mailn 2602 617 First National Bank Building.

WILLIAM T. BAKER, President.
BERTHA HONORE PALMER, First Vice Presidest
JOHN J. McORATH, Second Vice President.
M. BASLEY, Secretary.
WARD $. DREVER, Treasurer.

The Civic Federation Aims to Focalize All the Forces Now
Laboring to Advance the Political, Muniocipal, Philan-
throplo, Industrial and Meral Interests of Chicago.

Bach Braach of Work Is Placed in the Hands of a Commitiss of Specialists, Come
mitioes Now Belng at Work on the Following Lises:

1—POLITIOAL. ation, Publie Loan Bureau, Empley-
(o slcionof bt capee men men Agcio, ot
govern ty. State and municl- 4~PHI EROPIO.
al.:lellnu. Ann:::llg:mt In ::np.:l'- Development of the Central Relle
Associntion to & thorough aystemises

- 2.~MUNICIPAL. tion of the organised charities of Ohle
cago.

Clean streets and slleys—prompt re-

5.—~MORAL.
moval of garbage — Ilmproved urban
trafic—less smoke—imore water—hon- llt?::t:':':.p::.“ of gambling, obscene

erable police—cheaper and better ae-
esommodations for the people of Chica-
go in all directions—elevation of rail-
road tracks, ete.
B.~INDUSTRIAL.
Establishment of Boards of Conelll-

6.—-EDUCATIONAL,

Ample school facilities — improved
methods In teaching, and the develep-
ment of & greater Interest in the
schools by the parenta,
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WHEN YOU

TakeaBicycle

Take one which Is in Every Detall

ALL RIGHT
With a Plainly Worded

GUARANTEE
Backed by Financial Strength and
INTEGRITY
Sold by a House Open for Busines
EVERY DAY
m’f&, Sundays and Holidays e»

Such a Bicycle 1s the

Rambler

Call and examine, or send for
Bicycle Riding School on the
Purchasers taught to ride FREE.
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GORMULLY & JEFFERY MFG. CO.

86 Madison 8t., Chicago, IIl.

IARSRALL HIRLD & (0,

WHOLESALE

DRY GOODS,

Adams, Franklin, Fifth Avenue
and Quinocy Street,

Chicago, - -

Illinois

W. M. HOYT COMPANY,
WHOLESALE GROCERS!

— T EASI—
.1, 3,5, 7.0 Mckgm A, e 10 O v St

CHIC.AGO.

JOHN H. SULLIVAN,

PRACTIOCAIL

PLUNBER and GAS FITTER,

328 E. Division 8t., Phenix Building,

Corner Sedgwick Street, CHICAQO, ILL.
RBSIDENCE, 37 SIGBL STREBT.

CHAS. C. BREYER,

=—=DEALER IN—

GAS FIXTURES,
Plumber =and - Gas - Fitter.

Jobbing Promptly Attended to
House Draining a Specialty.

187 W. Division St., near Milwaukee Ave.

HENRY STUCKART,

——DEALER IN——

FURNITURE

Carpets, Parlor Goods, Crockery, Chamber
Suits, Lace Curtains and Shades,

Telphone 8outh 382.  2617-19 ARCHER AVE,




